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A Great English Journalist
The current r.umber of "The National

I.iviev." inclndei ¦ notice that its editor,
Mr. Leo J. Maxse, will be henceforth as-

soeiated with the direction of "The Lon¬
don Globe." This marks the entrance

into daily journalism of one of the great-
est of magazine editors in Kngland and

one of the most powerful per_ onalities ln
the journalism of the whole world. A.ide
from Clemenceau, who is both a statesman

and a journalist, it may be doubted if

any man writes with more destructive

power, makes more deadly warfare upon
sham?, v-1 and follies in high
places than Mr. Maxse.
More than ten years ago, when the

whole world was surrender;; ._. itself to

fantastic notions ahout universal peace
and disarmament. when England was in
the hands of mon who had forgottcn
Europe and lo I ll lll the British

F^mpire, Mr. MazM WU telling his publie
what Germany i-.tended to do. Month

after month and year nfter year "The Na-1
tional Review ' set forth what was to hap-
pen, with unmistakabl. clarity and force.
Had the voice of Mr. Maxse boen heard in
the days that precccied the cri.is of 1914

Great Britain would not have been taken

unawares when the great conflict occurred.
Before the wa- Mr. Maxse warned Eng-

hshmen; his voice was frequently shrill.,
It was not always with inoderation that
he spoke of calamitie? which were to come,!
hut when confronted with the clarity with
which he mu one wouders now at the

moderation with which he epoke. No other

journalist in England ean point to so con-,
sistent and bo honorabie a record in the,

years preeeding the war as the editor of
"The National Rev:_w." Those who re-i
fused to take his warnings before the war

because they he'.d Mr. Maxse to be a;

fanatic now cnticise him for the pa.sion
with which he .fpoke in the past, but the
criticism is a mere cover for their own

blindness. Mr. Maxse saw the truth as it

was, told it fearlessly, told it steadily, and

his is not the blame that he spoke in vain.

Since the war came no voice has more

steadily, more rirmly proclaimed the single
necessity of fighting to victory than that

of the editor of "The National Review."
Other men have been taken in by German

tricks, deeeived by German manceuvres,

have temporarily or permanently fallen

victims to war wcariness. Mr. Maxse has
never wavered, he has never been mistaken

as to the true character of the Gennan

peril and the single means of escape in

the future from the perils that oppress
all mankind in the present. His has not

been a great following. He has not

stooped to the devices which please the
mob or win the support of those who fol¬
low the journalist who tells them what

they want to know and what pleases them
rather than tatkt to force upon them the
truth they should know. But though his
publie has been comparatively small his
influence has bet n great ur.d eontinues

^. great, and no British magazine to-day is
Wmore worthy the attention of American

readers than "The National Review,"
because none more eonsistently pursues
a »t.*aightforward poliey and seeka a

elearer end.
Mr. Maxse's entranco into daily news¬

paper work ahould he an interesting and a

useful extension of a career which will re¬

main memorable in journalism. Like Cle¬
menceau, Mr. Maxse has kiiied many pub¬
lie men with a single phrase, but not even

Clemenceau has served the Allied cause

more loy illy or more worthily through the

press than the editor of "The National

Review."_
5ui;ar Famine and Candy

La_t July, vshen Mr. Hoover began talk¬

ing sugar nhortago, he was addresslng an

audience apparently wilhout ears or under-
¦¦Unding. Manufaetuiers and housewives
alike continued to tr.at sugar as though
the supply *mta intinite. ln August, how-
, vt.,,f th-.!. N the tea tables of a

eertain thi l* N«W Vork a

Wat-Tima Candics," which

showed that one woman had understood.
This woman went to Mr. Hoover and the

Department of Agriculture, got all the
facts in the case and came back to recon-

struct her candy kitchen along war lines.
A few days after her return her customers
found her plan outlined in the booklet
folded with their menu cards.
"We can eat all the candies we want

with a clear coiiscienee," read the announce-

ment, "if wo eat those made from things
other than cane or beet sugar; candies
made from honey, molasses, maple sugar,
fruits, nuts, raisins and chocolate are

j available and make delicious sweets. In
our shops, then, we purpose to display only
those varieties which are made entirely or

largely from the substitutes for cane and
beet sugar."

If such a piece of volunteer work was

good in August, when the sugar shortage
was only a matter of prophecy, how much
better is it now, when the country is

actually seeing the bottom of the Bt-fflT
bin? This patriotic candy maker deserves
the thanks of a public that has preferred
to follow the dictates of its sweet tooth
rather than those of its Food Adminis¬
trator.

___________

Bib-Tying vi. Bookkeeping
One more Woman in Revolt has nailcd

her standard to tlie masthead and pur-
poses to find out what mere man is going
to do about It Her complaint is a

Ifamiliar one, though newly and narrowly
lexpreflflfld. Sho complains of bib-tying.
And if that is not enough, she adds acid
words designed to picture the boredom of

Iwashing children.your children, any-

ibody's children, behind the ears or any-
where else.

Their beautiful little bodies are a treat
for a while. Nobody minds tying strings
around their little necks for, say, three
thousand times. But the point comes at

which this particular mother evidently
feels more like choking the dear littla
thing than helping it on its way. So,
being a frank sort, she writes to her
favorite magazine about it. Must this
dull routine of home life always uprise to

dwarf a woman's growth, restrain her
ambition and cramp her style?
We have just one wish for this restless

mother. That is that she i-hould become
a bookkeeper for a year or two and post
entries between day book and ledger for a

few thousand times a month. We have
seen both jobs, bib-tying and bookkeep¬
ing, and we put our last Liberty Bond on

bookkeeping as so far surpassing the

womanly job in general all round utter

monotony and boredom as to leave no

possible room for debate.
In our humble judgment, ull work worth

the name is monotonous and involvesend-
less repetition.none more so than the
artistic and much envied vocations, lot us

say, picture painting, singing, writing.
No bib-tying mother of a dozen ever re-

peated her chores a hundredth times as

cften as Paderewski practised his five-
finger exercises. Appalling routine stands
back of all genius that succeeds.

Is child routine worse than others? Is
cooking? Not if you enjoy the game it-1
self, we submit. That ifl the only point
we can descry in this outcry from a Hoth
ern Mother. There might and should be
more choice for women. Some of them
are bungling parents, are bored by their

jobs and ought to be put to work at which
they are good. Others are good parents.
enjoy bib-tying and do it well. Let them
remain parents and possibly help bring
up the children of incompetents.

In the mean time we could stand much
less sympathy for the many mothers who
don't need it and much more for the poor
children of our restless friends, who cer-

t;iinly need more than they will ever get
at home.

A Painter'a Po*thumou» Work
Dega^'s death followed hard upon the

death of Matthew Maris. Degas was

more or less of a recluse; so was Maris.
emperamentally, the two painters were

as unlike as could be, but they had this in
common, that they were both extremcly
exacting and fastidious about their own

work and formidably discouraginK to visi-

tors and patrona. Each in his own way
was a ci.ii.k of the first water, and it was

accordingly inev.table that far-fetched and
absurd comparisona should be made be¬
tween them. The critics have not missed
the opportunity.
The London correspondent of "The

Westminster Gazette" does well in re-

marking on the obvious unlikeness of the
two, but it would be instructive to learn
what ground he has for the allegatiun
that the great Frenchman "was more than
suspect of being an astute dealer in his
own works."
When Degas was introduced to the Lon¬

don public in the '90s "The Westminster
Gazetto" was a repository for some cf the
fljrorst rubbish ever printed about him and

jhis work. Some scattered scraps of this
fierco controversy may linger in the racra-

lory of the chronicler, creating a vague
impression that Degas was out to enrich
himself by ihocking an innoCent public;
for he tells us that the true reason Degas
would admit no one was "because he did
not wish anybody to know what picture.*,
he posaessed, and where those which were

on the market were coming from." Fi-

nally, we are assured that "it will be a

matter of surprise if he is not proved to

be a rich man."
All this will be news to most readers.

There is in truth no mystery about the
origin of the pictures that have been sold
for such prodigious prices in recent years,
for most of them were painted long ago.
It U well known that for years Degas
would part wlth nothing in his studio.
Occasionally the fortunate possessor of
one of his worka fluffered him to borrow
it for the purpose of retouching some part,
but the experiment was seldom repeated.
When Degas laid his hard? on one of his
works n was the hardest thing in the
world to get it back, as the owners learned
|0 their cost.

Degas must have left a great deal of
unnuished work. Of late years he spent

much of his time modcllin-r in wax. Frc-

quently he tnre the figure* down nfter

conipk'tir.g them. using thc material mraiii

for further atudies. lt ia to be hoped
that some of these precious experiments
havo been rflBCOOd tfl time. But apart
from them there must bo ;i mass of ilraw-

lagfl nnd pB-OttagB, O-iflflfl indeed tho ar¬

tist took it into his head to ikfltl-J them.
One can never count on the whims that

may possibly control a painter of so irri-
table and capricious a temper,
The noticn that Degas enriched him¬

self by disposing of hifl work privily i»

grotesquely absurd. lt is far more likely
that he died ln debt, and the possibility
that some of his unfinished works may
fall into the hands of strangers and bfl

treated in such a way as to make them
marketable is highly disquietlng. But the

sudden appearance of unexpected mnster-

pieces in the hands of secret buyers Is thfl

last thing tfl be expected.

More Goading From Captain Persiua
Thero is nothing Bflrfl" ln th* lament of

Captain Persius over tho inactivity and
want of cntcrprisc shown by the British
navy. All the German naval critics have
d.welt on this point constantly, never ceas-

ing to taunt the enemy on the score of,
timkHty borderlng on cowardice, a re-;

pnaeh of Whieh Captain Persius, how-

ever, magnnnimotisly acquiu* the fleet,
laying all the blame on the administra-
riiii a! Whitchal!. "The First I-ord of
the Admiralty," ho explains, "wants fll
majority of tho ehanCflfl ot succcsj* on his
side, and in the present case ho may have
considered that the forces at his disposal
fOT the operation in question were not

oqual to the German naval forces and the
German coast defences."
What "the operation in question" is can

hardly bc pathered from the truncated
passage quoted in the Berlin dispatch to

"Thfl New Viik Times" but it is clear
thal Captain Porsius hafl been discussing
several recent events, including the opera¬
tions i:i the Gulf of Fwiga and the succe. s-

fu! Bttach on a r.i'ivny ;..tween the Shet-
land Islands and thc NorWflgiafl coast. He

gOfll OB tn flpeealatfl on the prospect of

offensive operations in the Hclgoland
Eight or ajrainst the (iirnuin coast, but
without holding out much hope of so dar-

ing an adventure.
He i-s probably r.ot far wroncr ln his

conjecture that pro sun- will airain be

brought to bear on the Admiralty in re-

spoct of whal be calls its "passive atti-.
tudo." And, indeed, the aggressive re-;
formers who boasted three months ago1
of thoir succe*s in driving Sir Kdward
Carsfln out of oflice have apparently a;
genuine grievance. What evidence ls

there of thal miraculous transformati"n
predictfl with so much eonfidencfl when
Sir Eric Geddei was uripointed First
I/ord*- Three months is not a long period,
but Sir Kric's predeeCBSOr had not been

in office aliove two when rumors of his

reflignation were ct_rre_.1; end we all know
what the more noisy of the Ink-pot strate-

pists would have said had the events of
the last few days ociurred under his ad¬
ministration.

It is not tbe fault of 4_j-irso yho accepted
the word of these critl.s li they feel
obliged to rocognize a certain justice ln
thc censure of thfl Germans. and feel as

much disappointment :i Captain Persius
himself in the ehangCfl that promised so

much five months ago. Foi it ifl actually
five months and moro flinefl geniufl waa

bnparted to Whitehall in the person of
Sir Eric Geddes, who at once.according
to so high an authority as Mr. Pollen.be¬
came a dictatOT in pretty well everything
except tbe condnct of tbe war. The fin-
Uhing tonch was his appointment as First
l.ord in place of one whoflfl "whole attitude
was an ahdioation of original policy.'' At
last ti ¦' to beati b, and
under the influence of another "school of
thought" WOndeTA were to be wrought by

change of r-ystem.
It is always possible that the taunts of

Captain Persius are not entirely disin-
terested and that occasional mi-haps are

not invarlably attrihutable to schools of
thought or First Lords. The war at sea

is :i r-.mplicated affair, and it is conccivable
that there are some ciifnculties in the busl-

Bflflfl that are not always visible to the

BgglBBfllTB school of thooght In his
moiiest address to his constituents the
present First Lord dropped a hint which
some of his enthusiastic worshippers might
ponder. "When I went tfl tlie Admiralty
1 thought I knew all about the deeds
of the navy." he said; "but I didn't." It
is not impossible that those who complain
so much of inactivity might be forced to
revise their opinions if they were in his

place. As it is, however, they provide
useful and welcome texts to GermaB
critics.

_

Horse Steaks
(Frrm Thr CflMflfl ;o Mflaafl'

We hnv? It iifl the wcr.l of Bapflrifltflfldflflt
0. E. Wentwnrth, horse market department,
Union Storkyards, thnt "the meat of your.f*
horses is sweet and tender." flrhilfl "flgfld
horses nre pood for stews." Quite toothsome

nags are being east flflidfl bj the 8rtillery.
"Iflt them."

NflTflT having tasted a horse, wc hesitate,
though recognizing the chnrms of the pro¬

posed delieiiry. Cheap? Eight flflfltfl . pound.
Pignitied? France and "many other cn'ught-
ened countries" eat horse. Naughty? Ah,
hero lie» the chief allurtm.nt! A city ordl-
nance forbida.
No "horse, mu'e, ass, donkey or burro" can

on your table without intere.ting the

police. It is forbidden to slaughter him. It
is forbidden to aid, abet or assist any one

selling or offering to »ell him fur food or

fclvir.g h'm awuy or having him on hand. First
offence, "not more than $-1.0." Second, ditto,
end *o on till you quit.
Although we Imagine CjVcagoans will go

.low about euting horse, Mr. Wentworth'fl
sugge«rion is flf value, in that it helps to

BVflfll dowr. prejudice. Why eats shark?
Who flflta d>n.*" IFhfl c:»t.i whfllflf Dfltril.
fish and IBflllfli so pler.tifi:l Ofl land an 1 flflfl,
rre relished flfljjf ty pfltiflhl and the elee*
Wno'.e Barhflliflfl-I of weeds are good to eat,
but are nnwhrre e-.*tn ixcep: in Little Its!*/.
While adm'.t'.u.g that c.rcurr.st»nce» may
"-.entually force us to eat "horse, mule, ass.

donkey or burro," ara ptatat \ l lerlhfl then;
toward the foot of the w_iting list.

FRANCE CLEANS HOUSE

Thoughts on the Night of
August the Third

By Emile Camrnaerts

(T-ii tranalation from the Fr.nch waa made by
Mme. Cammaerta.J

I'rom Tha Yal* Jlevieto)

What nre you doing seated there, wlth your
head wrapped in your cloak?

What are you doing crouched there, with

your ehln upon your hand?
Whnt aro you doing lylng there, adth your

eyes flxed on the sky T
-We are waiting for the sun to rise npon the

waters.
And for the morn to follow on the night.
.\ e are waiting for the dead to av.ake.

The aoldieri are watching around the tornb,
Thry have rolled the stone ln place, they have

set the seals.
In the starry night their bayoneti gleam,
Thi y ere wearing pointed helmets on their

heada.
They «peak a ipeeeh we do not under. tand,
A language harsh and heavy as their stepa.
By tht! very grave, they lower not their

volces,
And they itumble on the crosses and they

curse.

What ie lacking, 0 my Country, to thy Pas-
Ion?

Hast thou not had thine agony ln the Garden?
Waat thou not forced to take Judaa klsaes,
That night in August when treason
Kissed thy cheek and wrung thy hand?
Didst thou not, like Jeius, have to make thy

ehoice?

What i« lacking, 0 my Country, to thy CaJ-
vary?

Didst thou not fill three tlmea beneath the
croaa.

At Li.ge, at Namur, and at Antwerp?
Wcrt thou bpared their eplttlng and their In-

BUltB,
Their mockeries and their blowi?
Didst thou not bleed beneath a crown of

thoma?
Didst thou not feel the naila pierce thy

flesh.
D'.nant, Termonde, Andenne, Tamlnei?
Didst thou not ask to drink, and taate
Th- gall on mocking iponge,
While underneiith thee, at thy feet,
The soldien cait upon thy veiturea lota?
Dulnt thou not for Justice thirst and hunger?
Didst thou not eat the captive's bitter bread?
Did thou not drink unto the very drega
The cruel cup of ihame and ilavery?
And yet the earth did not Join ln thy mourn.

ing,
The heavens were not overcaat and black,
No loving hands were near ta lay thee
Tenderly ln thy torob.
And now, not three daya but three yeara have

passed
Since thou fellst, like too ripe fruit, Into thy

grave,
Since they rolled the etone in place and set

the seals,
And etlll the dead have not arisen again. . . .

.What are you doing icated there, wlth your
head wrapped in your cloak?

-What are you doing lying there, with eyei
flxed on the iky?

.What are you doing crouched there, with
your chin upon your hand?

.We are liitening to th_ reapers sharpenlng
their icythei.

.We ara breathing in tha perfume of oar

country'i ftelda.
.We are watchlng the paling of the morning

¦Ur.

The Waterfall
IFrom Cemtempormry Vtrm)

Here, where the eternal watera fling them*
eelvea,

Motion itaelf lUndi still. Tha flaahlng
storm

Of change hai wrought itaelf tn ehangelen
form,

Sculptured In whita between the rocky
shelvei.

Over this ledge the centuries are hurled,
Fixed in one mighty Instant; and all time
rioundi m a lingle multitudtnoui chimi,

Here in a green cleft of the lonely world.
-MARION COUTHOUY SMITH.

As you will.wc swcep up your 'traces' "

.,,,.¦ . r,r i Aa p..'.9.Ahel Faivre, tn L Echo de Pana.

With the Army in France
By Helen Hayes Gleason

Who h Working in a Y. M. C. A. Canteen in One of the Camps of the American Arm))
Tho American boys have been grouped in

a room opposite mine on the court. In the
room of a friend who is sick I could see

them from the window. They talked simple
talk of the day's tloings. One of them had

a near collision with another motor. The

releei were ringing nnd twangy and care-]
less, and the talk was full of "gee whiz"

and "damns" and gigglcs. Then they sang,

and that nearly got me. They sang as only
our youngsters can sing. Not in tho threa
years over here have I heard just that

thing -by good voiccs, young and lusty, a

native wealth of joy in the lilt. It brings
back crowds of memories of vaudeville and

camp.ng. It is the galt of an up-to-date
fractioui horse that is fond of itself, that

know it is strong, and thinks itself and
its country about right. Their singing of
our ri'.gtime is the second homcsick jolt I
have had to-day. The first arrived at 7

oVlock this morning, before I was out of'
bed. I heard the voices of eixty sailors

who had come on leavo for a few days. I

heard their voices calling across the court:
"Where are you?"
"Got a nifty room?"
"You oughta see mine."
To-:iight I talked with four of them wait-1

ing for a taxi. I spoke to one; all swarmed
up, dying to talk. One, tho youngest looking
and the toughest, said:
"You oughta have seen me to-day. I cried

an hour, I was bo homesick."
The ticest one, the one with the gold teeth,

asked mudame for the address of the hotel,
so he could get back to-night. He grlnned
at me.

"I don't want to walk tlie streets of Paris
lookinr for thia place." He took hia hat
off .tliuy all did when they spoke and there
were the crowns stufTed with money.

The homesick ono pulled out a wad of
American bills from his poeket.
One spoke scornfully of the "yacht" he

came over ln (probably the biggest ship we

own), and said it was the wor.t gale he
had setn.a typhoon. He was about twenty.

The Strength of the Youth
That seems to me only typical of our

boys and of our army. They all fcrl as if
they had come out of the onc country on

earth, and they have a wealth of enthusi¬
asm and untapped strength.the strength of

youth back of them, good health and the
tradition of plenty. They are full of nght,
thougn most of them don't know why they
have come over, but they feel sure that
they R.e going to start things and then
flnish them quickly. They have rather a

good-natured arrogance toward tho boys
who have been lighting. It ll harmless and
ignorant; lt is not bad-hcarted.
But there are all kindi of boys at our

front. Here are somo of the types:
A kcen-looking man a man past thirty.

He was sharp, and hard, and fascinating;
he had been flfteen years and seven months
in ths army. He is a gambler and a cow-

boy. He carei more for horsei than for
men. He had been wlth the Northwest
Mounted Police force, which has a record
back of lt, ar.d he had been with the Texas
Rangen. He overheard mo talking to a boy
tM day about 600 francs he had just won.

After the lad had gone, the cowboy, who
was throwing metal disks at a frog's mouth,
itrollid over to me.

"Six hundred francs!" he said, "600 francs!
Ia that all he made? Why," he iaid, "I
cleancd up $1,700 on the boat coming over.

What'i 600 francs? It'a hardly worth play¬
ing for."
And then he began to spln yaxne, and he

talked for two houn. H_ ls thirty-ieven.
between army enlistments, when the time
has run out, he takes a time ofT "to iport,"
ai he lays. He has a motor ear, he plays
all the gembling jotrti and he plays usually
in _reet luck. Sometimes ha sets up a

buiineis'.lke roller-skatir.g rink, with a danee
hall and a bar a:tached. All money went

through his own hands- it waa arranged
through some checking tystcm io that he

never lost money. This was close by a .ol¬
diers' camp. He coined money there. But
after a little while, even though he is taking
money, the novelty wears ttt, and the old call
to return to the army comes.

He said:
"I don't care how homely a person is, or

anything, there's always one person loves
'em. Now, my mother loved me. I know

she loved me.I'm not so aure about my
old dad. He would not let me do all the

things I wanted to. But my mother, she
would. Anything she had was mine."
Ho is in the cavalry. Ho hates lt be-

cause an ofiicer has the power to take one's

horse, if he wishes, after you have broken
and trained him. Once, before leavlng tha
service, he shot his horse rather than sell
him to an oillcer and lose traek of him.
But there are not many men of this type
ln our army; a few regulars and a good
many roughnecka. They look out for thuiii-
selve*.
The boys I meet a',1 the time, the boys

that make my heart ache arc those of six-
tc.n boys who have iied about their Igai
in order to get in or who have changed the

figures in the certiticates made out by their
f&thers stating their agea.

A Homesick Boy
One day I came out of the end of the hut.

It was in the middle of the afternoon. There
were not many people around. I very nearly
stumbled over a boy who had been Waiting
apparently for some time. I aaid, "Hello"
to him, and he got very much embarrassed.
He was aitting on a box. "Can I have a few
minutes wlth you, miss?" We sat down to¬

gether. It was very evident he was longing
to talk and that he was in trouble. He start-

ed righl off with this:
"If you was tifty yeara old and had a

boy like me, whut would you want him
to do?"
This boy was physically and mentally sick.

Ho was the sickest boy I have seen, and it
was all worry, because he felt he had not

ma.ie good. He waa so aick and io self-
conscious that he could not look at me at

all; ho could not moet my eye except as

he turned round and said: "Look at my
eyes, you can tell whut I mean." His eyes
were blood.hot. He was not able to eat;
he could not sleep. He worried all the time
about everything. He was on the debuting
committee in his school at home, was al¬
ways up in his lUuJ.e.i, und when the call
eamo for volunt. _m I. m one of tho lir.t
to join up in his village, and every one was

proud of him. His friend.. gave him a watch
as a going-away preaent, and his mother
and everybody believed that he was doing
the right thing, and that hl was going to
do well and nobly. And here, after many
weeks, he had found BOthlag but monotony
and very rigorom train Bg, which, I think,
wero more than his strength could enduro¦*

He cou'.d not sen that ho was making good.
He couldn't realize that going through this
rautiai and katpiaf up with the routine
was making good. He felt that his people
and his friends expected something piet-
ureique. And he worried himself sick, for
he didn't think that he deserved their be¬
lief or that wa.-h they had given him. *He
wanted very much to Le tran.sferred to aome
kmd of duty with mule teann. He under-
stood mules, and \.o thought that would help
him to get back hi. physieal strength.
He said: "All armies are alike; they don't

care about a fellow. I have been to the
inlirmary and they won't do anything be¬
cause I'm not actually aick in bed. But,"
he iaid, "my mind ia aick, and I can't
*top thinking." He was under age. I asked
him to come back after he had aeen hia
lieutenant, to tell me whether he eould be
transferred for a little while. He iaid he
would, but never once did he look at me

in all this time. Then without any warn¬

ing at all he fled acro<s the field.
The second day he came, sort of ihying

by the counter, and I recognized him. He
spoke. I went out in the front of tha
hut alona to give him an opportunity to
come up and talk. He came up almost at

once. He could look at me that day, r.ow
and again. His lieutenant could do nothing
for him on the change, and he euppoaed he
would have to go on. So we talked ab.ut
that for a few minutes, and then he palled
out a letter and poked it at me. It was

from his mother and it wai one of the
i'mest letters I have ever read. It was wi'l
written in a nice hand, and full of coiraf*
ar.d faith and affection. Th.y were fai_M
people; fairly we!l-to-do farmers, I should
think. She spoke of the eropsi how thiy
were getting on; how they were ahort of
help so that ahe and the little sister coald
not drive across the country to the county
seat.their old home.as they wished, but
would have to give up that drive and work
with the men. The letter c!o*ed with an ap¬
peal to the boy to do honorably; to do hn
very best for his country"8 sake and hera; that
fhe was very proud to think of him enllsted
and ready to do hi« part. Because 1
that letter he ventured to show me a sec¬

ond one, and that also from his mcther and
equally fine.
Most of these boys of sixteen are home¬

sick; sick of their ventute; r.ot lorry that
they responded to their country. You can

always touch them at that point. but sorry
there isn't ".omethinj- doing." They didn't
know that the greater part of war is mo-

BOtoay the most fearful monotony to bi
endured, because it's monotony in a stnnge
country where the lantruage is .'.ring*;
where letters from home Aie very, very few;
where there are none of the amuaements that
almost any village has at home. There ii
nothing to do after the long fatiguei; no

"movies," no chewmg gum to buy, no stiek
candy, no American tobacco, no girli thii
"savvy" United States.

It Isn't that we haven't these suppllei.
Wo have them, and then they run out. and
it is the in-between times that seem alwayi
to be there.

American Talk
The first night I went into the hut elu*

ters of boys, aeven deep, stood around, e'.be**
ing their way into the eentre of tha cirtla
just to ask a question; it didn't matter whit
question; it had nothing to do with whit
they wan'ed to know; it was juit talking for
the suke of talking and looking. If I eaugbt
the eyo of o.ie through the erowd it would
tinburrais him for just a moment, and thin
he would Invariably say, "An American
woman! Why, I ain't talked with a woman
who could 'savvy' me aiuce June." And for
days that's what they would aay. Thiy
would file in and edge up to the counter mi.
talk, or just look crowds of them -_.nd then
gradua'.ly they would come up as individsali
and shov me letters and taik about home.
One night, during a speech at the other end
of the hut, a boy wai hanging over the coun¬

ter beside me. There waa only candle light
.one candle.

"I wouldn't mind very much being home
to-night." That was all he iaid. I don't
think he could say any more, for hii eyei
were full. lhat ii all anybody latd. One
short, very talkativc. uneduoated man, not
young, bhowed me the picture of a pretty
French woman. "A young school teacher,"
he said. "Yes, sir; she teaches h_ndredi of
refugeH not refu/ces) in Pans. Yei, *\T'<
the place I had lupoer at with her, rhe houii
in Pans, why, it had cost between tweuty-
tive thousand ar.d tn.rty thouiand dollars,
and everythrng to match -fifty roomi."

He h.id served I'ncle Sam in several cam-

paigns. The Germani will never take him
alive. "I gotta revolver to do the buiinei*
when I get cornered."
He told me about shooting an elderly man,

a spy, In Cuba. "Well, when you get your
ordera you gotta perfonn 'em, or elae pay
for 'em yourself."

I replied to him, "It'a better to r>»7 N
them than do what German loldiera do uad.r
ord -i -.'

"Sure, it ii," he replied. "But I wlshid l

bullet cou'.d put me out of my mnery loti ot
times. Yes, it was misery, rniiery, awfu.
raisery." He kept repaatlng "mliery."
-
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